PATCHWORK                                           "A"
with poor client. . . . This is most fishy case. . . .
I will perhaps present affairs very differently when I
am well informed."
"The boy has pleaded guilty, Mr. Chatagar. . . .
We'll wait while you talk to him."
Mr. Chatagar turned round, and, in doing so,
woke up the vakil sitting upon his right, who
grumbled noisily and squinted himself to sleep
again.
Mr. Chatagar then stepped over his bench and
climbed over the human litter to my punka-coolie,
whom he began to stroke with soothing motions
from the shoulder to the small of the back.
The boy immediately began to cry.
Young G------leant over to me and whispered:
"This is a kind of hell, but it doesn't mean, anything.
You soon get used to it: it's always just the same."
"Yes," I said.  "Most interesting."
I saw young G------register surprise and some-
thing like loathing for me; but I didn't care, and I
could not have helped it if I had cared. My mouth
was very dry and I could not think of anything to
say. I shut my eyes again.
Suddenly I felt a violent tugging and clutching
at my legs, which almost pulled me out of my chair;
and I brought my hands down with a bang on to the
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